mighty well;
Whit he knew would fill ten volumes: what he
Adn’v—-who could twll*

His tempor was angelie and his tongue was al-
ways kind,

Asn fresh and jolly joker, his matoh was hard
to find;

Mo bussed and hustled round and round, and
yot "twas very funny!

Re ntver did, and never would, go In for makin'
money.

Now when It came to forming, he knew exacily

why

The crops wore light, the prices low, the sea.
sons wet or dry;

e often 1w0id the village merchant how to run s
atore,

And showed tho parson just thoe way to make
the devil sore;

*T'was fine to boar thoe shrewd advico he was
forever givin',

And yot—to save his life—the man could never
make o livin',

The year diphthery, séarlot fever and the
measlos came,

He never tired of showin' where the doctors
were to blame:

And when he talked on teachin’, hotel keepin'
and tho law,

You know'd “twas all compressed within the
compiss of his Jaw;

Of all the men you ever seed he scemed the
mont dlearvin',

Thougth—whlle he seldom patd o debt—hls fam-
ily wns starvin'.

He'd lepd the ¢lothes from off hls baclk, then
turn around and borry,

But before you got your own roturned you'd be
both mad nud sorry

“Twas thus he buzzed his way through life, a
pugzlo and » care:

Withous s foe, he mado his friends and relatives
deapair,

And then outlived them all and died in peace at
seventy -scven

He made no money here below, he'll do without
in Heaven

—Browne Perriman, in Yankee Binde

ny T. €. DE LEON.

[Copyright, 181 by J. B Lippincatt Co. and Fablished
by Bpecial Arrangement ]

CHAPTER VIIL-CORTINUED
And, as the line moved slowly on,
grave men and dainty women—and
bright-faced little children too, scarce
comprehending, ut  thus love-laden
also—left their homes, keeping abreast
it, but ever repelled by bayonets of the
guard, intervalled along the column,
Hut suddenly, around the corner of the
Gray residence, just beyond, rode an
officer of rank, n sedate, kindly-faced
veteran with stars upon his shoulder,

and followed by o glittering stafl.
“Halt!"” rang out from the captain of
the guard, o command gladly obeyed by
tho prisoners. Spite of the piercing
wind sweeping down the broad street,
many of .thom erouched down to rest,

LAROLYN CLAY SCAXNED TIE PRISONERS

WITH RLAZING EYKS.

some lying pruae upon the cold stones

of the pavement, from sheer weakness.

And It chanced the center of the line

was directly opposite the residence.
From the closed lattice of her attic,
Carolyn Clay scanned the prisoners,

with blazing eyes, her hands clinching
and a hot sigh coming, but never o tear,
as some poor wreteh tottered and
ht the inhospitable couch of the
way, But her pale llnqnimud

tion for
these sufferers—strangers, yet brothers
in their woe—up to the Throne's foot of

as they sent fervent suppl

the All-Father.

More than one face seemed familiar
1o her eyes, running swiftly down the
o had seen in camp, with
spoken, in the

line; some sh
wore than one
days of early war.
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she longed for, running In panting,
her arm about the other as she
llowed hor guse below. :

“I thought of you, Caro, so helpless
up here!” she gnsped.  “There might be
some one you knew; some friend—"

“There! Evan, my cousin!" Carolyn
Cl

eried, trembling in her eagerness.

k ¢ that He sent you! See
the tall boy=no, not that-the coatless
onel Pess, is Evan—the one cap-
tured that night for me! You must—"

“All right! I know,” the other an-
awered, rapidly; aod the warm kiss she
paused to press on her friend’s cheek
told her that she was understomd.

Down to the street at breakneck
speed went the young girl, calling to »
negro with coffee can as she snatched
some bundles from the hall table and
ran hatless into the cold alr. For by
this time the surging crowd—and in it
some of the best and most noted blood
of Maryland—was pressing close upon
the guard, but still kept back by the
barrier of rifles at “port.”

Passing rapidly down the line, Dessie
Westchester  pansed  opposite  Evan,
working her way through the erowd,
close up to the barrier of steel.  Then,
watching eagerly, she managed to eateh
his eye, and—the natural gallantry of
the Virginian aided by theavident inter-
est in her expressive foce—held it tixed
upon her. A puzzled look stole across
the young scout’s features, as he wone-
dered whether her intent regarnd meant
that they had met before, Evidently he
had been singled out: for though a deep-
or tint dyved her soft cheeks, that gaze
never left him, and to the query his eyve-
brows sent over the guand’s shoulder
came a scarce perceptible movement of
her own, followed by the bare suspicion
of o nodded assent.  Not one bit a fop,
Evan knew then that the girl had a
message for him, or had possibly seen
him before; and, standing contless ghere
under the biting wind, his elastic spirit
earried him back to all scenes of his in-
frequent absences from home, and ad-
miration for the pretty, graceful wom-
an, so platnly interested in him, mingled
with his wonderment sufliciently to
make him forget his sorry plight and
singular costume for the time,

“Can we not give the prisoners some

lientenant passing down the line.  And
she threw all the witchery of voice and
face into the query.

“Very sorry, mis&" the oflicer an-

swered, courteously, pausing to raise
his cap, then halting in evident admira-
tion. “But our orders are very striet.
It is positively forbidden to allow any
intercourse—Fall  baek, there; Clear
the roadway!" he interrupted himself
suddenly.
The old general was riding, swowly
and alone, down the line, looking on
the captives with eyes that held more
of pity than of curiosity. At the licu-
tenant's tone the people instinetively
fell back to the sidewalk, long inured
to authority and well taught the
necessity of obedience to its behests,
Only DBessie Westchester stood  her
ground, now left entirely alone by rapid
retreat of her friends, but perfectly
quict and at case,

“1 beg pardon, miss,"again the young
lientenant's hand went to his cap, the
goneral now close upon them, but with
face turned aside, “but 1 fear you did not
hear.™

“Oh, yes, I heand, thank you,” she
answered, with a smile and another
glance into the young man's face that
brought the color to it. Then. calmly
and gracefully, as though waliting to
receive a guest, the lithe little figure
remained perfectly still in the very
path of the slow moving horse, until his
muzzle almost touched her hair. Then
the little hand was raised to stroke his
face; but the ungallant brute shied im-
patiently as though resenting caress
from a stranger.

CHAPTER IX.
A BOON AND ITH RESULT.

The movement quickly turned the old
general's eyes from the guarded line to
the obstacle in his path, surprise now
replacing the thoughtful pity in them.
But before he could speak the girl was
at his stirrup, her own eyes downcast,
her voice quiet but beseeching, as she
said:

“Pardon such boldness in o lady, and
o stranger to you, Gen. BDaldwin, I am
Miss Bessio Westchester—"

“Relation of Howard Westchester,
formerly of the artillery? the old sol-
dier asked, quickly,

“Yes, sir; his youngest child,” Miss
Bessio replied, with meekness of a bud-
ding saint,

“We were tent-mates in Mexico, my
child," the veteran returned, warmly.
“We rode into the Delen gate side by

“I am so glad!” the girl cried, frankly.
“That emboldens me; though your un-
falling cow and kindness are too
well known to prevent any Baltimore
girl asking a favor at your hands.™

ked, the woman gave & great | “Any favor, dear lndy,"
' rushing to her ashen mMmﬁ myl‘;?nghec?inc
either check in great | himself suddenly, to add: “‘that is, any
or o1y, o though | P gie. raand o his large, lustrou
L] 1 . " - 1
under s she sakd:
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coffee? Bessie asked of the trim young 1

[ front!—Um! my own orders.”

aa now was given that gray-
old soldier.

“Well, miss, I think you I::f safoly
ask,” he answered, with kindly smile
end lifting his plumed hat. *“Youdo
not look as if you could ask anything
very dreadful.”

“Then can we not have permission wo
give these poor fellows bread and
coffee during their halt?" Spite of her
trained tact, the woman's lips trembled
with anxiety as they formed the plea.

“Um! There should be no communi-
eation between prisoners and eltizens,™
the soldier answered, gravely, “'Lenk
ency has been so often abused of late,
that I issued very strict orders.™

“But you can stretch them a little,
just this once,” she pleaded, eagerly.

“My dear young Iady,” the answer
come soriously, almost sternly—*‘who
ean tell but the simple kindness might
be abused agnin? 1 fear I must-—"

“IRut wore | your daughter, instend of
your old comrade’s,” she urged, quick-
ly. *“If you had a son—there!"”

“1 hond one son,” the veteran sald,
slowly, but his lips trembled—*'a gallant
boy, who sleeps at Cemetery LY

Ile turned his face aside: but the
chance shot had gone to his heart
Turning calmly to the girl, he added,
goently:

“For his memory—for thatof Mexico
—1 will grant your request.  Lientens
ant, order the captain of the guard-—"

“Ie is here, sir.”  The junior passed

to the rear ns the captain  halted,

saluting grimly, with a scowl with any-

gl ‘l

(m\ lﬁl
- | ""
-

/

[ s\.@0 - f8
!
)._-—‘&“‘e_a?f'

- R
YINSIDE POCKET—WARN 1IM—DANGER-
OUS PAPER."
thing but kindliness in it towards his
charges, as the general said:

“Captain, instrunet your guarnd detail
to permit the ladies—only the ladies—
to serve fod to the prisoners during the
halt.”

“My onlers are very strict, general,”
the officer demurred, **from my colonel,
in writing.™

“Let me see them, sir”  Very differ-
ent was the tone from that the veteran
had used to the girl,  “Which is your
regiment, sir?”

“Hundred and —th Indiana, sir—
Col. Funkitt," the ecaptain answered,
extending u paper drawn from his belt.

Casting his eye over it, the general
muttered to himself:

“Ah! I thought so; never been to the
Then he
hastily penciled across the paper: “Ab-
rogated for thirty minutes, at Daltimore
only, at 9 a. m,, Decomber 8, 1863, —
Baldwin, major general, commanding.™

Handing it back without a word to
the guard commander, he turned again
to the girl, with lifted hat:

“1 grant your request, Miss Westches-
ter—for memory's sake and your own.
Thirty minutes will be allowed, to the
ladies only.”

“Oh, thank you! thank you s much,
general!” the girl cried; and the little
hand went up warmly to the tall sol-
dier's. e tore off his right gountlet
and took it gently in his own, as he
stooped from the saddle, and added,
lower:

“It is scarcely discipline, Miss Dessie;
but it can do no harm; and your own
honest face, your father's name, guar-
antee me that it will not be abused.™

A scarlet tlood dyed the girl's face,
and her eyes fell beneath the grave, fa-
therly regard of the old soldier, ns he
released her hand and moved slowly on.
Then she flew to the sidewalk to give
the joyous tidings to mother and friends,
pot omitting another meaning glance at
Evan Fauntloroy.

As Gen. Baldwin's eyes turned tothat
group of waiting men and women, they
enconntered a glowing pair of black
ones fixed steadily upon him, their own-
er standing directly behind Mrs, Gilmor
Gray, and wrapped in a heavy, dark
ulster. A light of recognition passed
over the general's face, and he made
movement to chock his horse, seeming
about to speak. DBut the other man,
with very slightest shake of his head,
put his finger cllﬂ.'h!lllj upon his lip,
and the federal commander—the look of
recognition on his face changing to
ohe of contempt—turned his eyes
toward the prisoners once more, riding
slowly onward. As he passed out of
view, his mute interlocutor raised his
hat gracefully, saying over that lady's
shoulder:

“A very sad spectacle, my dear Mrs,
Gray!"

Turning quickly at the words, the
matron started as her glance encoun-
teredd the placid one of Peyton Fita

“Yeai that tall, coatless gouth looks
like one,” he replied, unperturbed, but
with a meaning glance that brought
the blood to her cheok.

“Come, mammn, sister, we are wast-
ing time." Bessio turned her back ab-
ruptly on her handsome “Dr. Fell"
covering her wonder If he had canght
her signals to Evan by directions to the
bearers of the coffee-tina

There was general movement by the
women, as news of the merciful order
spread, Mrs, Gray and Miss Westchester
already near the line.

“Poor young devil! He looks so
denced cold,” he sald, distinetly.
“Stop, Miss Bessie. Here, give hm
ullﬂ-"

As she turned in eurprise, Dessie
Westchester saw his tall figure elad in
o light walking-suit, his hand extend-
ing to her the warm ulster, as he added,
meaningly: “Not from me, of course;
from yourself. IHe will prize it more,
that way, and be more careful of it—
than of his life and liberty."

Strangely enough, the graceful man
was so awkwarnd thdét he dropped the
heavy coat, as the girl hesitated; but
when he raised it her quick ear canght,
from lips that scarce moved, the hurried
whisper:

“Inside pocket—warn him—danger-
ous paper—estreme caution!™

With brain whirling from excitement
and conjecture, with no time to think,
the girl took the coat, And ere she could
form one word of query—not direct
enough for exposure if overheard—Fitz-
hugh had moved rapidly away.

A moment later, matron and maid,
rebel sympathizer and union loyalist
alike, were close at the long line of
captives, eager for warm drink and
food--more cager still for kindly word
and tonch of gentle hand; and bring back
~—home! .

Strong food and steaming coffee, del-
icacies and warm  wraps, were urged
upon the needy men, their guards stand-
ing grim but not unsympathetie, as they
warned back those pressing too far be-
yond their line.

“Thank you, miss, from my heart!”
Evan Fauntleroy said, cheerily, as he
drained his second cup of coflfee and
munched rapidly on o third buttermilk
biscuit. “I'll never forget your foce—
your goodness to a stranger,”

“Flattering, that! 1 you one,
Mr. Evan Fauntleroy! "Tis not often
that gentlemen who kave danced with
Dessie Westehester  forget her  com-
pletely,” the girl retorted with a
bright smile and a mock courtesy
that brought a grin to the stolid
fuce of the sentry at her elbow, But
the meaning in the eyves she fixedon the
youth's belied her levity: and again the
dark arched evebrows spoke almost as
plainly as words had done a quick can-
tion to his sense trained in peril of the
border. e knew some meaning wonld
underlie her words, and his brain grew
alert to unravel it

“Your pretty cousin Carolyn is o elos
a friend to me, Mr. Fauntleroy, that she
shall send you a message to mend your
memory,'” Bessie ran on, glibly enough,
but with heart in her very throat, lest
she might say too much. “We were
talking of vou, enly this morning. She
is looking so well—so contented——now. |
would not let her come out; there was
too much risk—from the cold. DBat,
had she dreamed you were here, she
would have sent—indeed, you may really
accept—her messages of love and cheer
through me. She leaves for the north,
very soon, to visit her mother and broth-
er. [le has been very sick, but is better
now. I know that you are glad that
she took no risk—from the weather—
even if you miss seeing her,  Perhaps”
—agnin the girl's glance emphasized
her words  strongly and her brows
moved slightly—*she may be looking
at you from some window, now." B

[To wE CONTINUED. |

A QUEER SALUTE.

How the Roynl Ladies of Persia
Onee Strangely Greeted,

Dr. Wills, an Englishman who lived
many years in Persia, says that untii
lately it was the rule that no male per-
son over ten years of age should be
found on the road over which a royal
wife or daughter was to pass, A viola-
tion of the rule was punished with
death. Even now, he says, Europeans
wisely avoid unpleasantness by turning
aside when they hear the shouts which
indicate tho approach of the “palace
Iadies,” says the New York Morning
Journal.

The late American minister, Mr. Ben-
jamin, made a great mistake on one oe-
casion by neglecting this precantion.
With true American simplicity, he was
sccustomed to ride through che streots
with only one servant. Meeting the
procession one day, he failed to turn
out of its path.

The result was that his servant was
beaten and he himself was hustled into
a by-road. The next day he duly lodged
a complaint of his treatment, but he
had to put up with the apology that,
paturally, the royal servants would not
recagnize a “one-horse minister."

An Austrian officer of engineers.
many years in the service of the shah,
was wiser in his generation. He met
the late queen-mother and royal ladies
when he was on foot, turned his face to
the wall like a native, and as each car
riage passed deliberately saluted from
the back of his head.

The ladies screamed with laughter
and told the shah, who persunded him
to repeat his novel salutes, wnd then
congratulated him on his discretion.
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BJSMARCK'S DOGS.

‘
FourFooted Friends Who Wers Those
oughly Rellable.

In hia recent interview ‘with De,
Hans Blum, the national liberal poli.
tiolan, Prince Bismarck did not conflne
himself altogether to charging Caprivi
with iIncompetence, Radowitz with
lrunkenness, and the late Empress An.
pusta with intrguing oppossition, bas
st the suggestion of the princess re.
lated & few storles concerning his two
faithful friends, the late imperial dogs,
Sultan and Tiras

“Whenever I went away from home,"
said Bismarck, “‘Sultan nosed about
swwerywhere for me with every evidence
M deep sorrow. Finally, he would
ways seek consolation in my military
cap and my deerskin gloves, which he
would enrry in his mouth to my work-
roomand dropon the floor. He would
then lie down with his noseon them,
and would not leave them except for
meals until 1 eame back.

“01d Tiras, too, was very intelligent
and faithful. I used to go to the
reichstag through the garden behind
the chancellor's palace, and thenece
throngh the Koniggratzer strasse. As
I went out the gate into the street |
wonld turn to Tiras, who had followed
me so far, and say ‘Reichstag’ in my
ordinary tone of voice. At once Tiras
would drop head and tail and sneak
back to the house. Onee when I started
oput in uniform I left my walking stick
just inside the garden wall. I returned
four hours later from the reichstag, and
1% 1 entered the house I noticed that
Tirns was not there as usual to wel.
ome me. To my inquiry about the
log’'s whereabouts the watchman re-
plied: ‘He has stood for four hours at
the back garden wall and will not let
inybody go near your excellency's
walking stick.' At Varzin one day 1
found by the roadside a wood-cart,
which I thought had been stolen, be-
cause the wood was green. I told Tiras
to wateh it while I went toemake in-
juiries.  Nevertheless, he  began to
sneak afterme. 1 turned back and laid
my glove on the ecart and Tiras re-
mained, watehing it for more than an
hour as if he had taken rootin the
ground. —Chieago Times,

TRAFFIC IN HEADS.

Moturesque Specimens Which Were Fore
merly Profitable Articles of Commerce.

In the gallery of the British museum
which is devoted to ethnographical

specimens  there are four well-pre-
servidd  maori heads. The tattooing
of the one to the extrme left is

beautiful in design and perfectly exe
cuted; it is an excellent specimen of
facinl marking as practiced in New
Zeanland., It must have belonged to
some chief of long pedigree, and was
no doubt onee an honored relie.

Another of these heads, the second
from the right, is of a different charne-
ter. Its owner wias undoubtedly hasti-
Iy tattooed and slain. Compare the
ugly, shapeless serawls upon the
left cheek, with the graceful mark-
ings on  the nobler head. The
plgment used must also have been very
poor, and it was evidently applied in
the most slovenly way, In many places
the flesh has not retained the colorg
and the cuts cansed by the tattooing
instruments conld not have been prop-
erly healed before the unlucky creature
waos done to death.

For a long time the maoris made
these heads a very profitable article of
traffic with Europeans, but finally the
enormity of this trade was made palpa-
ble to the lagging suthorities, and in
1531 the governor at Sydney Issued a
proclamation which had the effect of
suppressing this scandalous traflic in
what was little less than human lives

One may, by an easy sequence of
events, as has been shown, trace the
dust of Alexander till they find it stop-
ping a bung-hole; but surely the most
fruitful imagination, unless assisted, as
in this instanee, by truth, could never
possibly econceived anvthing so grow-
somely grotesque as the idea of the
head of some illustrions New Zealand
warrior of yore, who had in life re-
joleed in some such awe-inspiring
name as Matutaera Te Pukepuke Te
Pane Tu Karato Te-a-Potatan Te
Wherowhero Tawhias o-te-Ngatima-
huts being, toward the middle centary,
hawked about the streets of Sydney in
a dirty old colored handkerchief.—
Chicago Post,

Overcoming Evil.

If we wish to overcome evil we must
overcome it by good. There are doubt:
less many ways of overcoming the evil
in our own hearts, but the simplest,
easlest, most universal is to overcome
it by active occupation in some g
word or work. The best antidote
against evils of all kinds, against the
evil thoughts which haunt the soul,
against the heedless perplexities which
distract the conselence, is to keep hold
of the good we have. Impure thoughts
will not stand against pure words and
prayers and deeds. Little doubts will
not avail against great certainties. Fix
your affections on things above, and
then you will be less and less troubled
by the cares, the temptations, the
troubles of things on earth,—Detroil
Free Press,

Faplalned.

Miss Footlight—Why do you suppost
that burlesque actress wanted hel
Jewelry buried with her?

Mrs. Stager—To avold haviog it ap
praised, —~Jewelers' Weekly.

~When a person considers himself &
“one In & thousand" he naturally ve

m the others as clpm-—m_:_ﬂ:_{
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